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i think about you. 


My hand pauses in mid-riff and my fingers tighten on the neck of the guitar, as he says those three little 
words that sent my heart beat up like a rocket. As he stands on front of me, shuffling nervously and twiddling 
his fingers until he finally resorts to shoving his hands in his coat pockets so that he doesn't let me know how 
nervous he is. But its too late. The damage has already been done. 


| brush the curly mass of hair out of my eyes, and - with a swift movement with my hand - push my 
sunglasses up further on to the bridge of my nose. 


My fingers are starting to grow white as | push down hard on the frets of my guitar. | am not even playing 
any notes. Just pressing harder and harder until | finally can't hurt myself anymore, and let the guitar fall to 


the ground. 
| turn on the tattered old couch and face him. 
He's standing with his arms slightly folded, almost protectively around himself, and lips in a half pout. He 


doesn't look particularly happy about the situation he has to be in right now, and his legs were slightly on 
front of him, as if trying to run away with or without the rest of his body. But he stayed in the same 


position, staring at me as we both inhaled the silence. 
"Come again?" | said, eyes lowering into an annoyed frown as my bottom lip quivered and jaw tightened. 


He stepped a little closer to me and turned his gaze towards the scorched ground of my room. His red hair 
was not pulled back in a bandana today and so it was flopping over his face, causing him to brush it back 
every couple of seconds. | liked his hair best when it was like this. It suited his features better and made him 


look almost feminine. 


Axl had always wanted to look feminine while we were together. He never wanted to feel masculine towards me 
when we fucked or kissed. He always had to go through a kind of, cleansing type ritual before he came to me. 
He said he felt that if he were too masculine when he was with me, he would be a faggot. But if one of us 
were more feminine, then he would not be a faggot. So he dressed in tight leather jeans that were actually 


woman's jeans, and wore the smallest shirts he could find in his wardrobe, and we would..be ourselves. 


| never did get his type of logic on our relationship. But then again Axl was like a puzzle. The most perfect 
puzzle that just fucked with your mind if you tried to solve it, so it's best to leave it alone. 

But | never could leave him alone. | always had to try and solve the puzzle. | kept trying and trying and 
eventually, | ended up in his bed. 


"I'm..getting married," he repeated the words and my heart rate buzzed up into my throat. 
| couldn't believe it. He had to be lying; | just refused to believe that this man on front of me could actually 
want to settle down. | couldn't believe he actually loved her more than.| couldn't believe that he thought more 


of her than he did of me. 


"But..l thought..| mean.." | couldn't form any words; | just shook my head, mouth slightly open as | stared into 
his eyes. 


"You what? You thought what?" Axl pushed, trying to get me to finish my sentence. 
| could feel a slight burning behind my eyes, and a lump in my throat was threatening to show a side of me to 
Axl that | had never shown before, and a side | never wanted to show. A side of me that needed him more 


than anything in the world. 


"Wh-when did you ask her?" | stood up, brushing off imaginary dust from my trousers in a meek attempt to 
not let him see the redness around my eyes, or the little specks of water that were running down my face. 


"Slash, you don't need details-;" Axl began, but | soon stopped him by grabbing his arm and pressing my thumb 
into it harshly. He hissed, but didn't pull back as | advanced on him, step by step. 


"Don't gimme that shit, | don't need your pity!" | growled through clenched teeth. 


He shook his head, "I can't stay with you, you've known that for god knows how long now-;" 
"Oh yeah? And just why the fuck not?" 


And there it was. A question that had been on my tongue since the first night he told me that ‘us’ would 
never last, and it was now out in the open. | pleaded with him to give me an answer, any answer that would 
make sense to me. Any reasonable explanation of why we couldn't just be together and stop all the lying, If not 


to each other then to ourselves. | didn't want to lie to myself anymore. 
He stared at me with wide eyes, 


"You're crying," he finally said, timidly raising the side of his finger and brushing a small tear from just below 


my eye. 


| looked into his grey eyes and saw them sparkle in the dim light of the room as he brought them back to 


gaze at me again 

"| hate you," | stuttered from between angry sobs. 
He stared blankly at me, "I know." 

| shook my head, "No, you really don't" 


He didn't argue this time, just leant back against the white plaster walls and moaned, "You don't have to come 


to the wedding." 
| snorted in disgust, "Fuck you." 


"Well tell me Slash, what the fuck did you want to happen between us, eh? You want us to get married? Have 
kids? Is that what you wanted? There's one slight problem there sunshine, and the problem is that neither me 
or you have a fucking pussy!" He punched the wall fiercely, almost as if he was trying to stop himself from 
punching me. 


| slammed my bottle of JD on the table, making it smash to pieces. | grabbed him by the collar, pushing him 
harshly up against the wall and kissed him. The kiss was cruel and unforgiving, bruising his soft, puckered lips 
as | bit his bottom lip and pulled slightly, letting my tongue penetrate his mouth quickly and slowly before 


pulling away and wiping my mouth clean again 


"Ya know who | think about when I'm alone, you fucker?! You, thats who! But tell me Axl, who do you think 


about? Has our whole relationship been in my head?! Who the hell do you think about? Her..or me?" 


Without another word, Axl grabbed his keys from his pocket and left, slamming the door on his way out. 


| settled on the couch, and slowly my spirit crumbled. Bit by bit, inch by inch, until there was nothing left. 


| closed my eyes, and put my face in my hands. It was hard to let my tears go to start with, but as they 
began to pick up speed and trailed down my cheeks, | couldn't stop them from falling. 


Axl was the only person | had actually..in more ways than one, had loved. | had loved him from the moment we 
met, because back then | knew he was going to make me millions. And | still love him now, because he's the 
only thing that I'm living for. I'm staying alive for him because | care for him and | thought he cared me too.. 
but there are some things he loves more. There are some people he cares for more. And coming to that 
realisation now, is probably the most miserable moment of my life. 

At that moment, a small piece of paper slid underneath my door. 

| looked at it for a few minutes, knowing exactly who it was from. 


| braced myself and eventually got off the chair to retrieve the letter. 


It fitted nicely between my thumb and forefinger as | held it in the air for a few seconds, just looking at the 
white paper. Knowing it to be his. 


| sighed and eventually opened it. 


My eyes scanned over the words quickly, and when they finished | flopped back against the door and moaned, 
dropping the paper to the ground and letting my legs buckle underneath me as | collapsed on the floor. 


The words scrawled on the little piece of paper were etched on my eyes, and as | closed them to go to sleep 


on the floor of this glass shrouded and smoke scented room, | seen the words on front of me saying: 


"I think about you. 
Deep inside | love you best." 


Disclamer: None of these are mine. 


